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shillings.    I charge, of course, a slight interest as
everyone does/

*  I   quite   understand.'    Eighty-three   pounds?
Could it be possible?    But this must be stopped,
ended, done with.    He would go to  Cronin or
Braund or Hattaway, all good friends, and borrow
the whole sum. . . . This thought cheered him,

* I had no idea it was so much.    I think I can
promise you, Mr, Furze, that you shall be paid in
full very shortly/

* Thank you, Mr. Marlowe*    But pray don't put
yourself out    I only wish to oblige you, , . , Good
day.    Nasty wet afternoon, isn't it?'

In the hall he found his hat and umbrella and
quietly vanished. His business was in Seatown:
thither he departed.

Seatown had never been beautiful* Once upon
a time, perhaps, when a few cottages had clustered
under the Rock it had its romance, but the Pol can
never have been a fine river here, and at low tide it
must ever have been the thin grey trickle of a stream
that it is to-day. Mud was the basis of this world,
slime oozing to the foot of rock. But who can tell?
There were stories that hundreds of years ago the
river had been so deep and wide that ships sailed
along it to the Pokhester port and, on its farther
banks, wild forest stretched to the border of the sea.
Thirty-five years ago it had been a shabby place, its
streets haunted by loafer and vagabond, slatternly
women at its doors, the children the worst cared*
for in the South of England, and Samuel Hogg
doing a nefarious trade at * The Dog and Pilchard/
Then in 1906 Harmer John had come to Polchester>
later been murdered in Penmcent Street, and in 1913,